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moining visitors would lose the pleasure of your companyl
O woman! 11

[CERF, 5. They have been parted less than three weeks. Napoleon is
on his way to the Italian front. The dots are his own: nothing has been
left out.]
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JOSEPHINE, IN ABSENCE

TO  CITI2ENESS BONAPARTE

PORT-MAURICE, April 3, 1796.

I HAVE had all your letters, but none has affected me like
the last. Darling, do you think what you are doing, when
you write to me in such terms? Do you suppose my position
is not so painful already, that you must pile regret upon
regret, and reduce my soul to distraction? The way you
write! The feelings you describe! They are flames that
scorch my poor heart. Away from you, my one and only
Josephine, there is no pleasure in life: away from you, the
world is a desert in which I am all alone, without even the
solace of expressing my feelings. You have robbed me of
more than my heart: all my thoughts are about you alone.
Whenever I am bored and worried with business, whenever
I am troubled as to how things will turn out, whenever I
am disappointed with mankind, and feel inclined to curse
the day I was born, I put my hand to my heart: there
throbs your likeness; I have but to look at it, and my love
is perfect happiness, and there is pleasure in every prospect
but that of long absence from my beloved.

What art did you learn to captivate all my faculties, to
absorb all my character into yourself? It is a devotion,
dearest, which will end only with my life. 'He lived for
Josephine': there is my epitaph. I strive to be near you: I am.
nearly dead with desire for your presence. It is madness!
I cannot realize that I am getting further and further away
from you. So many regions and countries part us asunderl

21